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After the different experiments in Classical metre had been published in the Cornhill for December, my uncle Frederick wrote as follows:
I got a letter from Fitzgerald yesterday, in reply to a note from me communicating to him poor Thackeray's sudden death, which I thought it very possible he might never have learnt in his solitude and indifference to newspapers. He tells me he has been ill with his old complaint, blood to the head, and expects to be taken off by it in the end; he hopes it may be suddenly, that he may not linger after an attack in a paralysed state. But there is " a Providence that shapes our ends'' and whatever those ends may be, whether apoplexy, paralysis, or the painless separation of the man from his integuments, or natural death, not a very different thing from putting off your clothes to go to bed, no doubt (tho* poor Fitz cannot see a hand's breadth before him in these matters) all is for the best. I read Alfred's experiments in Classical metres in the Cornhill, and think them clever, though I prefer the translation from Homer. I send him an Italian sonnet which I am rather proud of, though Petrarch would stand aghast at it, and Dante would tell me to mind my own business.
At Christmas, Mr Jowett, Mr W. G. Clark (Public Orator at Cambridge), Dr and Mrs Butler, and the Bradleys visited us. The flow of my father's jests and stories, when he had sympathetic listeners, was inexhaustible: and this party was particularly sympathetic.
One evening they were talking of repartee, and my father said, laughing: "I would give all my poems to have made the two following retorts courteous, (i) A certain French king, seeing at Court a man said to be very like him, blurted out, c You are very like our family: is it possible that your mother was much at Court ?' ' No! sire/ said the man, * but my father was.7 (2) The Prince Regent, being in Portsmouth one day and seeing Jack Towers across the street, shouted out in his royal way, ' Hulloa, Towers, I hear you are the greatest blackguard